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SPAWN 95 SUMMARY 

While Spawn and the ghost of Al Simmons confer in the cemetery, 
two demons inhabit the bodies of two car accident victims. They 
walk to the nearest diner where they carry out their earthly mission 
to kill 13 innocent people and then burn their bodies in a sacrificial 
circle. Spawn senses the evil vibes and goes to the burning hilltop 
to investigate. There, he is confronted by the ancient and powerful, 
dark god, Urizen. 


KEEP THIS 
SIMPLE. 


BUT, THING IS, THERE'S 
RULES, ‘CAUSE... WELL, THERE 
JUST ARE. SPHERES OF INFLUENCE. 

RULES OF ENGAGEMENT. 


WITHOUT A PROPOR- 
TIONATE RESPONSE 
FROM THE OTHER. 
LITTLE STUFFIS COOL. J 


MINOR MIRACLES, 
THE ODD 
rossi all 
: UT 


COSMIC 
COLD WAR. I 
CAN DIG IT. 


Sy 
A 7 





DP NOWLAST YEAR, 

PY THE HELLSPAWN THREW 
A GREAT, BIG, APE-SIZED 
MONKEY WRENCH INTO THE 
: EXACTLY 


OR HOW HE DID IT. ‘S‘ALL 
A BIG MYSTERY. 


BUT HE PULLED 
A HOUDINI. TOOK 
HIMSELF OFF THE 


HEAVEN, 
HELL, 
ETERNAL WAR 
FOR THE SOULS 
OF HUMANITY, 
BLAH, BLAH, 
BLAH. 





So HOW ™ 
COME BLAKE 
KNEW ABOUT 
HIM? 


THAT VACUUM ~ URIZEN'S 
WAS ALLWE OZ£D. SOOLD 
NEEDED TOSET MOST FOLKS 
HIM FREE. FORGOT ABOUT 
HIM. ENGLISH 
DUDE NAMED 
WILLIAM BLAKE 


POINT 1S, Zea 
URIZEN'S BAD NEWS. 
REAL BAD. HE'S NOT DEATH OF THE 
ABOUT COLLECTING SOLIL, DEATH OF THE 
HAT SOULS FOR TEAM “A” SPIRIT, DEATH OF THE 
OR TEAM "8. HE'S IMAGINATION. 
2 ABOUT NEGATING 
D THEM. < 
WE GOT 
ANY MORE 
SMOKES? 


NOW THAT 
URIZEN IS LOOSE, 





a) i 
\ _ FROM THE FIRST BOOK OF URIZEN: 
Loa shadow of horror 1s risen 
in Eternity! Unknown, 
unprolific! Self-closd, all- 
vepelling: What Demon hath 
formed this abominable void, 
this soul-shudd’ving vacuum? 
Some said, ‘IT IS URIZEN.’” 





N MOVES, 
BY INSTINCT 
Ud AND DREAD. 


FROM THE pEAD 

DARKNESS, , THinG! 

eee” YoU BELONG 
NOE Wit Ls! 


THIRTEEN BURNING 

CORPSES CLUTCHING 

FURIOUSLY AT THE 

SOLD/ER OF THE 
NIGHT. 








YRIZEN LOOMS 
LIKE A SHADOW 
COME TOLIFE, A 
BEING CARVED OF 
PURE MIDNIGHT. 


THE AIR, THE TREES, TH 
VERY STONES THEMSELVE. 
SHUDDER AT URIZEN’S 
BANEFUL STARE. 


<< 

















THROUGH 
THE PAIN. 
SPAWN CAN 
HEAR A 
VOICE IN 
THE BACK 
OF HIS MIND. 





“GUT IT OUT, 
SOLDIER,” 

1T SAYS. “NO 
SURRENDER. 
NO MERCY. 






“GIVE IT ALL 
YOU'VE GOT 





FAILURE WILL | 4 
| SAS CENES.” YC 
mes 





PAWN REELS IN THE 

Sop OF THE DARK 

COLOSSUS, TERROR 

BLAZING DOWN HIS 
ad] 


LIFELESS... 
—=| DEATHLESS... 
DREAMLESS... 


is BU 
AN ENDLESS 
GREY REALM 
Ss OF DESPAIR. } 












































is 


mimes on times he 
divided, & measur’d 
Space by space tn his 
ninefold darkness... 


“For he strovein 
battles dire, 


«. - 
In unseen conflic- Bred from hrs ia a 


forsaken wilderness, = —— 
Of beast, bird, fish, Combustion, | 


blast, vapor 
me serpent & element... and cloud...” 





SAFE AND CONTENTED, 








WILL IT BE 


WANDA 
SLEEPS. SHE DREAMS OF THE A BOYOR 
CHILD THAT GROWS IN A GIRL, SHE 
HER BELLY. WONDERS. 
{ 
vali! 
{: : | SHE'S WHAT WILL 
i Pe ise ail eal ALREADY @& IT LOOK LIKE? 
Ay wll I iNLovVE —— HOW WILL ITS 
=. D deat | WITH 17. — LAUGH SOUND? 
| SO MANY 
QUESTIONS. 








SHE CAN'T | — a 
eee a ; 
WAIT TO oe : \ 
s 


By FINDOUT. FX = re aN 
a = ae) De e. \ 














ANO THEN 
THE NIGHT 


LXPLOLES... 





THE AIR STINKS BIRDS 
OF DECAY AND ARRIVE 
ROTTING MEAT. me oo 


THREES... 





BONES OF. 
THE FALLEN. 








PUSHING 
SLOWLY 
THROUGH 
THE DIRT... 











SOMETHING 
STIRS DEEP 
BENEATH 
THE SOUL, 
VIBRATING 
WITH INTELLI- 
GENCE AND 
LIFE. 





DRAPING 
THE 

| LIFELESS 
FORM IN 


A LEAFY 
SHROUD. 














REACHING 
UPWARD 
WITH 


GREEN 
FINGERS... 


, 







INCH 

BY INCH, 
THE 
EARTH 
RECLAIMS 
A FALLEN 
WARRIOR. 





weet) Al 
eg | 


gk AREST, 
= & WILL YA2 gv 





HOW LONG YOU 
FIGURE WE GOT? 

TILL THE BIG 

GOOD-NIGHT, 








SINS OF 
THE FLESH, 
MY ERIEND. 
SINS OF THE 

FLESH... 


MAN, ‘ 
THEY DIDN'T 





’ FEATURING 
SoS 
SHANNON 


~\ 


j= 1T ae 
ISN'T THE TWO N 
SACKASSES 
OF THE 
APOCALYPSE... 





ALL RIGHT, 
YOU TWO. 
I WANT YOU 
TO TELL ME 
EVERYTHING... 


Ne OwW!s 


e sound ofa trumpet 
the heavens 
Awoke & vast clouds 
of blood roll'd 
Round the dim rock of 
yvizen...” 
~ WM. BLAKE, 1794. 





EMPIRA 





